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£550 WORTH OF GENEROSITY. 


“Last night, at Exeter Hall, Poor Papa gave the £500 Prize to FrevertcKk Hawkins, and the £50 Consolation Prize to Janez Rusuton, so two out of 
his three hundred and fifty thousand readers are happy. Ina few well chosen words, Poor Papa said he would do what he could for the other three hundred 
and forty-nine thousand nine hundred and ninety eight some other evening. Many of those present said they were quile satisfied with his word ; at the same 
fume, a small sum on account would not be refused. Finally, Poor Papa was chaired, the assembled audience singing ‘White Wings.’”?—Toorsir. 


| THE GLASGOW COACH ROBBERY. 


ON March 2tth, 1831, the Glasgow coach was robbed of a 
| parcel containing five thousand seven hundred pounds. 
| The parcel in question had been intrusted by the Com- 
mercial Bank’s branch in Glasgow to be forwarded to the 
head oftice in Edinburgh by ihe “Prince Regent” coach, 
which left Glasgow at noon, The parcel had been put ina 
tin box, which, as usual, had been placed in the boot of the 
coach, but was missed by the coachman driving the last 
stage, who discovered that the stutting inside the coach had 
been cut. and a hole made through the panel dividing that 
compartment from the boot by piercing it first with a brace 
bit and then cutting out the piece with a saw, by which 
means the tin box was got at. forced open, and rifled of 
its contents— £300 in gold. and the rest in notes, After the 
robbery had been committed, the lining of the couch had 
| been neatly pinned together, so that it was not easily dis- 
| coverable at tirst that it had been tampered with. 

At Glasgow, it appeared, that all the inside seats had been 
booked in advance, four in the name of Mrs. Gordon, and 
two in the name of Mr. Johnson, but no one came forward 
to take possession of the seats when the coach started. 
When about three miles from Glasgow, however, two 

passengers, @ man and a woman, were taken tp. who con- 
tinued to travel with the coach until within three miles of 
Airdrie, when they quitted the convevance, The driver of 
the coach, when they got in, was unable to give any account 
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! the appearance of these persons; but an outside passenger, a 
‘Ir, James Brown, who assisted them to alight, calling out at the 
sume time, “John, I've got half a crown for you,” was able to say 
that the woman wore a shawl and a poke bonnet, and the man 
carried a basket, but the rest of his description in no way resembled 
the persons “wanted,” and was given to confuse the police, for 
Mr. Brown certainly, although the charge against him was “non 
proven,” took an active part in the robbery, 

All efforts made by the police would doubtless have failed to 
bring the culprits to justice had not one of the gang turned King’s 
evidence, oni then it transpired that one George Gilchrist was a 
coach proprietor, residing on the road between Glasgow and 
Edinburgh, and that, being aware of the frequent transmission of 
money from one place to another, formed the design of abstracting 
the parcel on this particular day, when he probably knew it would 
be a valuable one. 

Simpson, “the Informer,” was the man with the basket, which 
by the way contained the thieves’ tools, and George Gilchrist 
masqueraded in female attire. Having got into the coach they 
put up the windows, and George took off the poke bonnet and 
shawl and fell to work at once, Brown, outside, keeping watch 
against intrusion and giving signals. When they alighted, George, 
ina plantation, put the woman's clothes into the basket, and put 
on his own, and they went their way. 

George Gilchrist was condemned to death, but having subse- 
quently made certain disclosures to the police, which enabled them 
to recover a large portion of the stolen property, his sentence was 
commuted to transportion for life, and so ingenious a workman 
probably did well at the antipodes. 


* . * * . . 
“Far better, O Billiam,” bleated the Blue Orbed, “is the mouldiest 
crust when earned by honest industry.” 
But here Blood-Stained Bill, coming behind him with the knife- 
board, laid Alexandry out very flat indeed. 
(Newt week,“ A Society Crime.) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


pees 

*,* Owing to the demand on our space, we cannot guarantee to 
answer Correspondents immediately on the receipt of their 
Queries—particularly the queerest ; but all questions put to 
the Editor, or to any member of “THE FAMILY,” will be 
answered in due course. Correspondents wishing their MSS. 
or Sketches to be returned, should inclose stamps for that 
purpose. 


FREDERICK E. PETTY (Kentish Town).—You are right: the 
Eminent had been on the booze rather heavily for some days.—— 
SARAH ANN BAKER (Cambridge).— You must apply in the usual 
way, by sending in the coupons, DoroTHy.—1, Hallowmas Eve 
is on October Bist. 2. You will stand as good a chance as anyone 
in our * Present Competition." ——W. W. B. (Manchester).— Yes, 
x may change ; it will make no difference to your chance.-— 

H1P'’s Crew.—Thanks; we will endeavour to carry out your 
wishes.——VERA.— You must compete in our Prize Competitions, 
and take your chance with the rest ——H. APPLEY.—The Eminent 
regrets exceedingly that he was unable to accept you invitation, 
and trusts that you had a festive time. COURAGE.— Thanks for 
cutting ; you will sec, however, that it is too old to be of use-— 
ErFieé TURNER.—Sorry that we cannot advise you how to proceed, 
—F. MARKHAM.— Your sketches are of no use to us, thank you. 
—L. F. B.—How can it be helped, then? LAWRENCE. —/t is 
out of print. —GAMBLER.—No use for it, thanks. ——R. Cowan.— 
The shares are very valuable indeed.—JAack.—No, dear boy, the 
Present you are applying for rs not too dear, therefore go on and 
prosper.—RK. HARDCASTLE.— Your sketches are useless.——J. H. 
—As the villain of the piece says,” A time will come."—4G, F, 
LUTTICKE (Gipsy Hill).— We hace no space, thank you.——LITTLE 
FrEeDA.—The unfortunate child, unable to find her way home, did 
the most natural thing possible—viz., Asked a pleeceman,’ whe 
soon put matters right-——A. M. (Stamford Hill).— You are right ; 
it is—JOE GOODFELLOW.— You don't say so— AMY.—The 
overland route is vid Brindisi, therefore the pun, Brind ici on parle 
Frangais. Rather far fetched, wasn't it ?——BiLLY.— What fools 
we mortals be-— ROBERT BOREHAM.—TZhanks for dagger; it 
will forma useful addition to the armoury of the Bleod-Stained 
One. When he has sufficiently steeped it ingore, it will form an 
interesting exhibit among the * Relics.” 

——— 


“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper in Great Britain, 


‘vrwarded toany Part of the United Kingdom, Continent, Canada, 
and United States of America, post-free : 
3 Months, 1s. 8d.: 6 Months, 3s. 3d.; 12 Months, 6s. 6d. 
In Stamps or P.O.0.8 payable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C, 


PARIS. 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 


PARIS AGENCY, 22 RUE DE LA BANQUE. 


Fool eal Sas ©, 
And the “SLOPER AWARD OF MERIT" will be given for the 
Best Ode, of 12 Lines, to the 


WINNER OF ALLY’S £500. 


Please address, in this case, the gentleman who finances A, SLOPER, 


“BARON ROTHSCHILD,” 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 
99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


*,* The List will close SATURDAY, MARCH 8TH, 1890. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


—~—- 


“HALLO, Badger!” shouted Jones, “ been to law, I hear. Which 
beat?" “Both beat,” replied Badger. “How was that?” asked 
Jones. “Why, the other fellow beat me in court, and as soon as 
we got outside I beat him, and I'll bet he won't forget it in a 
hurry.” ‘+ 

* 


THEY sat beneath the cedar-tree, and the sweet moonlight shone 

a peck at a time in her damask cheek, and lightly he placed his 

arm around her wax-taper waist and pressed her to ap manly 

bosom, when, squash, oh, crack! if that there quartern of 

“Unsweetened” wasn't bust up inside his breast pocket, and 

another fine illusion wafted away on the wings of five penn’orth 
of the best as is. “* 
s 


THEY are making a lot of fuss over in Sweden about a newly 
discovered crab, that delights in attiring itself in bright coloured 
seaweed, fragments of sponge, ete., but surely this is no novelty. 
We remember, years ago, before we knew what was good for us, to 
have frequently partaken of dressed crab. 

7 * 
* 

Mrs. CLUMBERBUMP was reading her paper in silence, when, all 

at once, she burst out. “Upon my word, I do think as how some 

olks are nat’ral born idjuts, and just becos a purfessor tells ‘em it’s 
60, they'll believe any mortal thing.” “What's the matter, now, 
mother?” asked Mr. C. “Why, a lecture about the moon bein’ 
inhabited! Why, it’s clean agen commonsense.” “ How is that?” 
“Why, if it were, what would become of all the people when it 
came down to a new moon?” There was no fecly to this, and 
Mrs. C. resumed her paper in triumph. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY:. 


FASHION FANCIES—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 305.—The “ Maid of Orleans” Costume. 


A MILITARY SKETCH. 
The corporal Ser! his Sunday 


“So yer've been to the Zoo? Did yer 


| see yer brothers there?” “No; what do 


| 


yer mean?” “Why, the monkeys, o' 
course, yer silly!” 


ON THE CALAIS BOAT. 
Edith (mischievously). Do come down and have some dinner, Mr. Blobbs; 
there is some beautiful roast pork, and I know you are fond of that dish. 


Ye merric hunter of ve times gone 
by. Ye hunter has just come in 
sight of his lady love, which ac- 
counts for his pompous air. 


“Yon have described the Russians, the 
Poles, and the Hungarians, now can you 
tell me where the Kurds come from?” 
“ Please, sir, they come from the milk 
shop.” 


Beye 


(Saturday, March 1, 1890, 


THERE was a bit of fun at the Petty Sessions, down in Mudland- 
shire, the other day, when a local rate-collector was brought up for 
helping himself to the money he had collected. His solicitor 
pleaded that the rates were public money, that the collector was 
one of the public, and, consequently, that he was being charged 
with stealing his own property. The clerk happened to be away ill, 
and the bench was quite fogged. Half of them were for discharg- 
ing the man from custody, but, ultimately, they remanded the case 
until the clerk was well enough to tell them what to do. 


* 
Upon my word I feel uneasy, 
My breathing’s difficult and wheezy, 
Watery eyes, shivering, sneezy— 
I really fear I’ve caught a cold, 


The question is, how shall I treat it? 
Shall ], with pure cold water, greet it, 
And with weak gruel try to beat it, 

As by Good Templars I've been told? 


No! First I'll tallow my snuffling nose, 
ieee in teas Ns water plunge my toes, 
Vith a glass of grog to court re 

Which was the remedy of old. : 


IT was at dessert,and Aunt Higgins’ country cousin was just 

leaning forward to help himself to a pear, when suddenly he was 

taken with the sneezums—atishoo! atishoo!! atishue!// “Oh, 

dear!" he groaned; then, looking round at his more or less 

sprinkled neighbours, he added, “I couldn't help it. I hope | 
dn’t splash you much.” *° 


“THERE'S nothing in life so wretched as absolute uhcertainty,” 
as Tootsie Geairked whea she couldn't make up her mind to sit 
down, because she was not quite sure whether Alexandry had spilt 
the farthingsworth-of-change mixed pins in the arm chair or 
whether he hadn't. ** 


YounG Scribbler (who, next to ourselves, writes all the best 
things in the “HALF-HOLIDAY") was thinking of altering his 
washerwoman, and sending his things to the Blue House Laundry ; 
but one Saturday evening a deputation of two little girls arrived 
from the professor of soapsuds with, “ Please, sir, mother says aa 
‘ow she ‘opes you won't take yer washin’ away from ‘er. It ain't 
so much a matter of money, sir, but she do so enj'y the notes a3 
you make on your cuffs ; in fact, since she’s washed for you, she 
ain't taken in no noospaper.” ** 

“On, madam—lor! bless you, don’t be frightened—that ain't the 
kitching biler bust up an ! It is only cousin Jack a kissin’ our 
Eliza behind the airey door.” *.* 


“ WELL,” exclaimed a he person, “have you decided whether you 
will go to the pantomime or to the Alhambra this evening?"’ “I 
haven't made up or mind yet, dear,” replied his spouse. “Oh, 
hang it! What with making up your mind, and making up your 
face, you won't be ready to start until it’s time to come home.’ 


. 
Kiss me my own, he said, 
Kiss me, my love, my sweet ; 
And then he bent his manly head 
Until young lips did meet. 
Kiss me, my own, she said, 
My love so kind and tender ; 
And then he bent his manly head, 
And snap went his suspender, 


. 

“Try and sing it, old man,” remarked Smith, at the “smoker.” 
“It would really be of no use,” said Jones. “I could never reach 
the high notes to-night.” “Why not? What's the matter?” asked 
Smith. “I’ve got a sore throat,” answered Jones, “I should think 
a soar throat would be just the thing to reach a high note with.” 

sf 


s 
“Now, Laura,” said he, over the chess board, “can you tell me 
how to mate in one move?” “No, George, I can’t, for you've got 
to ask papa, buy the licence, and take me to church, so don't see 
how you can do it, dear.” +? 


“ My dear fellow,” remarked McGooseley, “your temperance fad 
is all bosh! Why, there are heaps of men who could never even 
commence their work without their glass." “That is a great mis- 
take, sir,” replied the temperance orator. “I can assure you, those 
men would do their work far better without the glass than with it. 
I am perfectly certain that you cannot give me a single case where 
aman could not perform his allotted task without the aid of the 
glass.” “Oh, yes, but I can,” declared McGooseley. “ First of all, 
there is the whole profession of glaziers, and then——” 

+ [Lemainder lost in laughter. 

“Now then, Tommy,” said the mistress of the infant school, 
“tell me quickly, what comes after T?” “Why, supper, of course,” 
replied Tommy. *\* 


So the whole of the telegraph department of the future is to be 
worked by women. Harry is rather anxious to know whether that 
will include swarming up the poles on the roofs of the houses to 
mend the wires. “I’m not particular,” says he, “but my ‘Melia 
Jane'll have to send in her resignation to the Post Office,and take 
to wearing straight gowns and grey worsted stockings.” 


* 

’T1s illwind blows nobody good ; 

Some of us were wanting it much, 
For of gaining a livelihood 

We've lately not been within touch. 
For what with the hyg’enic fad, 

And new fangled drains and suchlike, 
Our bus’ness has really been bad, 

I wonder we ain't been on strike. 


But things have now taken a turn, 
And what with ‘fluenza and funk, 
A living we're able to earn, 
Besides an occasional “drunk.” 


s 

“MADAM,” said A. SLOPER, when, the other night, he had kissed 
the door-mat and oil-cloth three times before he flattened the edge 
of his proboscis on the third step of the staircase, “madam, am | 
master here oram I not?” Anda noble sight was that Elephant 
and Castle hearted man as he stood with one hand thrust in his 
breast, and the other holding the mush immortal. Then Mrs. 
Sloper arose, and seizing hold of a yard and a half of the very best 
quality clothes prop that she had carefully stored behind the 
vallance, and then followed a procession of yells such as if halfa 
ton of hyenas had escaped from the Zoo; and the next morning 
a bald headed old lunatic was that sore that he couldn't have sat 
down without screaming on the wind coming from the kitchen 
bellows. Marry, come up—another go, hot! 


“ALLY SLOPER’S ART UNION. 


The next picture offered to the readers of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY” 
ts an oil painting by E. F. BREWTNALL, measuring 57 in, x 87 in., in a mas: 
sive gold frame, and entitled, 


“THE OUTLAWS.” 


All that has to be done is to make ONE APPLICATION ONLY, by sending an 
Envelope with this announcement inclosed, together with the Name and A idress 0 
the Applicant, any time before March 31st. 

Address—“ ALLY SLOPER’S ART UNION,” 
“TOE SLOPERIES,” 
99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


®,° This Picture is on View every Friday afternoon between 3 p.m, and 6 p.m. 


Sore and Little Butter- 


Saturday, March 1, 1890.) 
TOOTSIE AT THE SAVOY. 


—_.>— 


I LIKE. if possibie, to know 4 little about a piece | am going to 
see and criticise before guing; and as Lardi and Tottie, if of the 
pee invariably, for the first 
half-hour, talk loudly to one 
another about the frights the 
female girls upon the stage have 
made of themselves “making 
up,” it is as well, perhaps, to get 
a notion beforehand of the plot 
of the first three-quarters of the 
first act. 

Turning to Ma's London 
General Gazetteer, published in 
1825, in three volumes, price 
£2 2s., I find no mention of 
Barataria, so presume that king- 
dom was not yet in existence, or 
had died out then, or is only 
W. S, Gilbert's fun. As to the 
real facts of the case, I am in- 
different, merely wishing to 
make public the fact that Ma pos- 
sesses a three volume Gazetteer 
(with one cover and ten pages 
missing) which once might have 
cost two guineas. At anyrate, 
W. S. G.'s piece is called The 
Gondoliers, and gondoliers 
suggest Venice. “Oh, Venice! 
Venice! when thy marble walls 
are level with the waters, there 
shall be a cry of nations o'er thy 
sunken halls, a loud lament 
along the pvenning sea.” Good 
old Venice, the Snook tells 
me, still ina sort of way keeps 
its head above water, but “this 
Venice, which was a haughty, 
invincible, magnificent Republic 
Geraldine Ulmar, for nearly fourteen hundred 
years, is fallen a prey to poverty, 
nezlect and melancholy decay.” “You must imagine,” said a 
sprightly writer, quite forty years ago, “a strange and noiseless 
city, With silent highways for countless boats instead of rattling 
thoroughfares for cabs and carts, looking forall the world like rows 
of ruined Reform club-houses, Strange black looking craft, like 
tloating hearses, glide among the streets, giving you the idea that 
one half of the population is burying the other half.” “Gracious 
me!” cried I, “what a gloomy play Mr. Gilbert's must be.” But, 
dears, it isn’t. I don’t remember a livelier comic opera this ever so 
long. 

As to the plot, there is something about it that reminds mea 
little of H.M.S. Pina- 


cup. A party by the 
name of Inez explains, 
in the last scene, ina 
song that goes some- 
thing like this, “A 
many years ago, When 

was young and 
charming, As some of 
vou may know, I[ 
took to baby farming. 
Three tender babes I 
nursed, | was their 
foster mother, Don 
Luiz was the first, 
Then Marco and_ his 
brother. How bitter 
is the cup, I knew 
one day I'd rue it; [ 
mixed those babies up, 
And not a creature 
knew it.” Such, in- 
deed, is the cese. The 
stone - broke Dook 
Snook—I mean to say 
Plaza-Toro, otherwise 
my nimble and melo- 
dious friend, Frank 
Wyatt, has, in his 
early infancy, married 
by proxy, his female 
babe to -the then 
prince of the place | 
can't find in Ma's two guinea Gazetteer.—This prince is one of 
the mixed up ones, and the Grand Inquisitor informs the 
Dook that the real heir to the throne is one of two Gondoliers, 
though which exactly he cannot say. The Gondoliers, mean- 
While, have married two young persons of humble station, and 
it_ becomes an interesting question to them and the young 
epics which will, in the end, turn out to be king and queen. 
n the end, of course, it turns out that neither gondolier is the 
lost monarch, but a humble drummer in the erxaploy of the dilapi- 
dated Dook, to whom his daughter is secretly much attached, 
and great then, is the joy of the drummer in question, and the 
Dook and his daughter. The singing and acting, and music, 
scenery and dresses of the last Savoy success leave nothing to be 
desired, and “the book” is funny. Ihe 
segs management is remarkably good, 
and there is a scene in which a Cachuca 
is danced just exactly, Ma says, as she 
danced it when but a day girl, with 
Poor Pa, at Rosherville ardens, on 
which occasion Baron Nathan said she 
“danced like a fairy and looked like a 
queen”; but Poor Pa says he doesn't 
Ni) Yemember the circumstance. 

Frank Wyatt is an _enor- 
mous addition to the Savoy- 
ards,and is as comic as he 
could well be. Denny is 
very quaint as the Inquisi- 
tor, and Rutland Barring- 
ton a regular jolly Gondo- 
lier, As the lucky drummer 
Brownlow appeals to the 
hearts of the Dook’s 
daughter and the audience 
as effectively as he beats 
music out of the drumskin. 
Decima Moore is delightful 
as_ the drummer prince's 
bride, and sings char- 
mingly, and Jessie Bond 
and Geraldine Ulmar as the 
brides of the Gondoliers do 
a@ great deal to secure the 
success of the piece. Cour- 
tice Pounds sings very 

leasantly, and Rosina 

randram as the duchess, 
and Miss Bernard as the 
“nus” capitally fill the 
Ree TTERT : . _... parts allotted to them. It 
cins funny to have a Gilbert-Sullivan combination without our 
worse Grossmith, but that happy little man seems to be making 
Dies of money in the provinces, so he doesn't care, anyhow. 


Rutland Barrington. 


Jessie Bond. 


F, Wyatt. 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
TWENTY SLOPER 
KEYLESS WATCHES 


GIVEN AWAY EVERY WEEK 
To Purchasers of 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


Cut out and fit in the Labei printed below, and post it to:— 


THE “SLOPER” WATCH DEPARTMENT, 
“The Sloperies,” 
99 Shue Lane, London, E.C. 


“SsSLOPER” wWaAaTCcH 
COMPETITION. 


“Ally Sloper’s Half-Holiday,” March 4st, 1890. 


NIMC oeecscccscce ceccecsecrmecseesssscssee 
Address 


THE 


Occupation, bf ANY ccccccvcccstissnsisicsssstttttteeieeeeseeeccc 


How many times applied... 


How long a Purchaser of poss a oer eee Ny 
the “ Half-Holiday”’ : 


The List for this week's Competition will close on Wednesday 
evening next, March 5th, 1890. The Result of the Competition of 
February 22nd, 1890, will be published in the“ Haur-HoLiDay” for 
March 8th, 1890. 


186th WEEK. 
RESULT OF FEBRUARY 15th COMPETITION. 


The following Twenty Applicants have been awarded 


“SLOPER” WATCHHBES:- 


1, HERBERT ATKINS, Builder's Assistant, 1 Queen's Road, St. John’s Wood. 
Age, 24 years. Subscriber—since commencement. LONDON. 

2. Mrs. R. SMITH, 24 L. Block, Peabody Buildings, Roscoe Street. Age, 28 
years, Subscriber—since November, 1835, LONDON. 

3. EL TAYLOR, Schoolgirl, § Kingdon Road, West Hampstead. Age, 13 
Years. Subscriber—5 years, LONDON. 

4. G. MOODY, Sergeant, R-E., Non.-Com's Mess. Age, 40 years. Subscriber— 
5 years, 5 months. ALDERSHOT. 

5. WILLIAM CARTER, Overlooker, Wellington Mills, Whiteland’s Road. Age, 
41 years. Subscriber—since May, 1885. ASHTON-UNDER-LYNE. 

6. WILLIAM TARRANT, Signalman, G.W.R., Witham Friary. Age, 52 years. 
Subseriber—over 44 years. Near BATH. 

7. WM. M. CLARKE, Warehouseman, Bank Buildings. Age, 40 years, Sub- 
scriber—from May, 1885, BELFAST. 

8. HENRY WILLIAMS, Booking Clerk, 1 Nelson Street. Age, 20 years, Sub- 
scriber —4 years, 31 weeks, BUCKINGHAM. 

9, W. BULLER, Clerk, 6 Clifton Terrace. Age, 28 years. Subscriber—since 
commencement. DENBIGH. 

10. MARY STROOD, Housemaid, 1 Douro Place, Marine Parade. Age, 20 years. 
Subscriber 4} years. DOVER. 

11, CHARLES COLLINS, Baker, Upper Brents. Age, 48 years, Subscriber— 


4 years, 40 weeks, FAVERSHAM, 
12, GEORGE M. JONES, Clerk, 84 York Street. Age, 23 years. Subscriber— 
5 years, 12 weeks. GLASGOW. 


13. CHARLES HILL, Storehouseman, 26 Lower Church Path. Age, 49 years. 
Sulscriber—4 years, 10 months. LANDPORT (H. M. Dockyard.) 
14. JOHN DINGLE, Station Master, N. E. Railway Station. Age, 42 years. 
Subscriber—since No, 1. LONDESBORO'. 
15. THOMAS R. FARRINGTON, Foreman, G. E. Railway. Age, 45 rare. 
Subscriber—5 years, 6 months, LONG MELFORD. 
16, W. G. RICHARDSON, Traveller, Monkstown Lodge. Age, 31 years, Sub- 
scriber—since commencement. MONKSTOWN. 
17. H. G. EDGE, Surgeon's Assistant, Church Street, Age, 23 years. Sub- 
seriber—since commencement regularly. OLD BASFORD. 
18, JOSEPH RILEY, Signal Repairer, Thorne’s Lane. Age, 32 years. Sub- 
scriber—since commencement. WAKEFIELD. 
19, WILLIAM CANE, Publican, “The Albion.” Age, 46 years. Subscriber— 
4 years, 8 months. WARE. 
20, NAOMI KATTI GREENSTREET, Bridge Street. Age, 28 years. Sub- 
scriber—5 years, 3 months, 1 week. WYE. 


SLOPER’S SOCIAL SONNETS. 
No. 71.—THE WAITRESS. 


I AM number twenty-four 

At the table by the door, 

With book and pencil in my hand— 
See, I’ve come to take my siand. 


Please to look, sir, at the carte, 
Joint and fish, and p'r'aps a tart ; 
Of course you mustn’t look at me 
Altho’ so pretty I may be. 


Young fellows sometimes come and grin, 
But still that isn’t quite a sin ; 
Sometimes they try to ) abe my hand, 
And then I look so awful grand. 


Haunch of mutton, Leire) 3 to 

Not claret? You're not fond of slops? 
(“ Little rascal!”) Hold your tongue, 
With proper folk I've lived among. 


Will I come out to-night to walk? 

Lor! What nonsense will you talk. 

I think I know my way about ; 

Done your lunch? Well, then, clear out. 


Will Ia photo give to you? 

I think you know a thing or two. 
What! you thought you heard me sigh ; 
Pooh, not such a fool am I. 


Where live I, that’s my affair, 

It ain’t, you guess, in Grosvenor Square. 
No, I won't go, sir, fora stroll; 

Well, p’r'aps | am a “ pretty soul,” 


IT must? Well, if I must I must. 
ay heart's not hard as under crust.) 
eet you there at half-past three? 

I mustn't say—but p'r’aps—I'll see. 


WouoR CHARACTER TOLD. 


For the Benefit of the Readers of “ ALLY SLOPER'’S HALP-HOLIDAY,” the ser- 
tices of a Graphologist of great skill and talent have been engased. Readers 
desiring a delineation of their character must send a letter of moderate length. 
signed with the usual signature, and accompanied by a stamped addressed envelope 
(with the writer's ven address). All letiers must be directed to— 


“ALLY SLOPER'S GRAPHOLOGIST,” 
“THE SLOVERIES,” 
99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 
Answers will be posted direct to the addresses given on Envelopes. No notice will 
be taken of any communication not complying with the above reuulations. 
Answers cannot be guaranteed within sourteen days, but will be turwarded as 
early as possible, 


ae 
es 


HA, HA! 


REVENGE! 


——— 

“HE's a fine made man,” said Amelia, looking pensively at her 
feather duster. Then she sighed, and nearly fell off the step- 
ladder, on the 


apex of which fs rR | 
she, being short- Le / , “4 
ish, was bal- | ql YY = 


anced, dusting 
the oil paint- 
ings. 

Amelia — was 
undeniable — a 
misanthrope 
would have 
allowed it. 
From the top 
of her shining 
head to the tips 
of her neat little 
feet, the ideal of 
what a pretty 
housemaid 
should be. Tip- 
kins and Amelia 
had walked out . 
together fortwo 
years. Nowthe 
rolden band was 

eginning te 
show signs ot ©-* 
wearing at the 
edges. 

There had al- 
ways been an 
under- footman. 
Now there was 
anewone. “A 
fine made man,” 
as Amal said—tall, with a mighty chest and shoulders, and calves 
to match. 

Tipkins never slept now, but he dreamed that he saw those calyes 
walking away with his prospects in life, marching over his most 
cherished ambitions, 

They were immensely large and bulbous. Even Tipkins owned 
their power to impose, as Amelia—ah, false Amelia !—acknowledged 
their power to enthral, 

For the game was up. Love's golden dream had turned out to 
be only a pinchbeck one after all. Oh, Amelia! Amelia! 

“Setting on his knee in the butler's pantry! Lf I was,” said 
Amelia, “where's the harm? You never complained about my 
setting on yours,” 

“An act of familiarity allowed by a mutual vow,” Tipkins gasped. 

“* Mutual vow,’ indeed !" said Amelia, and tossed her head—that 
head upon which Tipkins had fondly hoped “the turtle crown of 
Hymen" should 
be one day 
piscea by his 
and, 

It was all over 
now. Here was 
a victorious 
rival, usurpin, 
the heart o 
Amelia, the at- 
tentions of the 
cook, Tipkins’ 
very arneclaly: 

He was fast 
asleep and snor- 
ing, the brute! 
before the hall 
fire, his gleaming 
silken calves 
outstretched 
potas ine overt | 

ipkins groun 
his teeth, Tip- 
kins rare 
eyes, ipkins 
clutched at his 
plush = covered 

om, and felt 
for something 
that was hidden 
there. Amelia, 
cenceeding the 
stairs with a 
Should she scream or 


Dusting the oil paintings. 


“ Setting on his knee,” 


breakfast tray, was witness of the act. 
wait? She waited. 

Bomeshing glittered in the desperate lover's hand. It was a pin, 
glass-headed, long and deadly. 

He held his breath. He approached the arm-chair on tiptoe. He 
plunged the weapon, to the very hi't, in one of those lovely calves. 

No yell followed. Serenely his rival slept, stertorously his rival 
snored, and the truth broke upon Tipkins, 

“ Stuffed, by Jehoshaphat !” 

Mere cotton wool an dding, after all. It broke upon Amelia 
then. She set down the breakfast tray with a bump. Tipkins had 
only time to catch her, 

There was a terrible to do with the missus about the broken 
breakfast set, a month's notice given on either side and after- 
wards re-called; a bold offer on Tipkins’ part to defray the cost 
of anew set; an 
indignant __re- 
fuaal to accept 
on the part of 
missus; a 
shower of tears 
from Amelia; 
an offer of recon- 
ciliation from 
missus, and the 
incidefit of the 
breakage was 
forgotten, but 
not in Amelia’s 
breast was for- 
gotten the 
fraudulent (CY 
means by which 
the new foot- 
man had divert- 
ed the current 
of her affection 
from Tipkins to 
himself. 

Touchingly 
she confessed to 
Tipkins that she 
still loved him 
and him alone, 
and Tipkins 
swallowed the 
bait. 

Tipkins has 
had his wish. 
He bound the 
marriage turtles on Amelia's brow a year ago. Things were all 
gov fora time. but now he sometimes wishes that another's hand 
had—but, no matter. 


“Stuffed !" 
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SLOPER'S SECRET CAMERA. 


©Don't forget, dear, when vou go to the ball to take a fan | 
large enough with you, Thev're splendid to kiss and make ae | H “Goodness gracious, Edwanl! back already ¢” 
too, behind > and even if your intende! should be sitting close | . . : : ? tie 7 ‘in | “No, my dear not all reldy, but back all blacky, fresh from tha 
by he can paver guess what you are up ty.” Katract from letter | No, 36.--Piotograpl of back view of eclag Taken by SLOPER'S Instantaneous | Geshe male cemi fanicusiicaiger ys 
uf young lady. | : = ——— 


— — 


TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. | DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—THE DUKE OF ORLEANS. 


x Q). “Tam going to interview le Duce,” said A. SLOPER. “Ga on, you old goose!" cried Mrs. Sloper, not ill-pleased, for she thought, poor woman, he meant her. But he 
‘No, 119.—-Miss KATE VAUGHAN, had to explain it was the Duc d'Orleans.—(2). Anon he was hastening towards the gloomy prison of the young Prince. “ Uw allez-rous, m'sieur #” cried a fierce gendarme. 
eke line rt eee “So I understand,” replied A. SLOPER, not wishing it to appear that he didn't. “ Arrétez!” yelled the gendarme. “Oh, you take a run,” said A. SLOPER, hurrying on; and 

“She has no equal in the wide, wide world.” the other had to—after him, and strode scowling away when the Eminent produced his pass from his friend Carnot.——(3). Within the cell were sounds of melody. A.SLOPEK 
The Dovk Snook. entered, The young Prince was carolling Tom Squire's song, with a difference, * I should like to be a soldier, And don't mind going to wars.”——(4). “ I've come to interview 

“My love and my life were by nature design’d to flourish alike you, dear boy, Now, whac are your future plans?" “In confidence, Monsieur SLOPER?” “% Honour bright, Prince!” “Tis well; lend me thine ear.” The Duke whispered 
or to perish together.” ~-Lord Boh, a loug whisper, “Good gracious! you don't say so?” “ Fact, and after that I More whispers. “Brave boy ! your hand! and now, adieu! By-the-by, anything I can 
“Oh, sav not, sweet Kate, that the Pates have decreed that 1, do for yuu outside?” Yea, monsieur; you can call at the blanchisseuse’s—here is her address—and tell her to hurry up with my linen.”——(5). Outside, A. SLOPER was 
love, should bid you a lasting adieu.” - The Hon, Bill, urrested by that gendarme, searched, and the washerwoman’s card taken from him. A. SLOPER hopes the poor Duke has got a clean shirt for Sunday ; if not, it isn't his fault. 


THE LAIRD CHALLENGES THE ELDER TO MORTAL COMBAT. 


i Tehwa 


: ‘ 2. Later on he said,“ Dang me; if that piper had played the right tune Ab wid 
ye lairy faced wielb. uve licked Lim surry.” : 


1,“ Lick him, uncle, tue the tune o' the Deed March in Sant. said Jotniy Mebark, And tue Laird replied, “Gurrau, girras, cu on 


~~ 
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“NORRABIRRANIT« 11°S -A- 
(ne) MQRAL - IMPOSHIBIMITISN®” 


AS 


Iyolug Foy & Arb: 


of 


~~ S 


Booming - BIN.Si Kea. 


eo 


Yeabbeapance + of «INS dokn- Hae - 


OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Hurrah for the merry month of March! By Jove, Spring is within hailing distance, thauk goodness; although we may have to confront a few good old March hurricanes first. But begone dull 
care, Soon we go:—My boysh I've never so low sunk, Howsh darest you saysh Tm least! y drunk 2—The latest fad, so Lam told, Is interviewing burglars, bold :— Welcome, Johnnic, back to the stage, 
1 hope your “spres” will prove the rage:—Although in March, the masher. qay, Hair-hunting starts, neer ev'ry day :—Efficiency is only found Where British labourers abound :—Blessed by the 
x-reants of the land, Are those that give with lib'ral hand :—A London manageress behold, Whe loves her pets, both young and old.—It’s just a little bit breaking the law—is it not—hair-hunting in 
March? What's that? It’s the animal that’s meant—and are no mashers ani 2 Oh, yes, | see—H-A-R-E-s, “Now | understand. Please accept the apologies of ———THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 


“WHERE IGNORANCE IS BLISS,” Etc. 


A pir of fools Which is the most natural one ? 


Please, lady, can yer assist us? Our fat! er's dead, mother's 
dying, and the two little ‘uns are starving with cold for the waut of 

a bit o’ bread.” 
“Goodness gracious me! to think that sucha state of things should 
exist! Here, child, take this halfpenny home at once!" 


Brother. All right, girls; if von insist on going to a tleatre, we will go to the Empire and see ' 
A Dream of Wealth, t's splendid, I hear. | 
Ethel. Does Mr. Irving ami Miss Terry play in it ? | 

i 


Kose (ech superior knonled ye), OF course now, dear, Tow stupid von are! Haven't vou seen 
RIVALS. | Miss Amy Aivselle advestind as being at the Linpire. She eusets tie principal claracter, of course, 


Arry. Lor’, Bill! I've forgot the bait. Bill. You ‘aven't forgot 
L. 


& the whisky? "Arrg. d di. Well, uever wind the bait, 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


_ FREDERICK HAWKINS, and JAbEZ Rusuton, have been 
immortalised, and their uames will be handed down to posterity 
as the fortunate winners 
of ALLY SLOPER's £500 
Prize, and the F.0.M.'s 
Consolation Prize of 
£50. May they both 
live long and prosper, 
Now just a word to 
those who have thought 
fit to attack us by letter, 
stating that the Com- 
petition is a swindle, 
and that we never give 
the amounts away atall, 
but arrange with the 
parties whose names 
appear in the “ HALF- 
ilouapay” to take a 
much less sum, provided 
they allow us to put 
their names down for 
the £4 and the £50 
respectively, This, no 
doubt, is very ingenious, 
but as a matter of fact 
all these clever people 
have made themselves 
liable to proceedings 
being taken against 
them for libel. But 
they need have no fear, 
ALLY forgives them all, 
and hopes that with the 
S advance of Spring 
and the near approwh of the Brimstone and Treacle Season, they 
may think better of him, Anyone who still has his or her doubts 
on the subject) should write direct to Mr. HAWKINS and Mr 
RUSHTON, or if they prefer it weshall be pleased to show them the 
two cheques on the Capital and Counties Bank with the endorse- 
ment on the back of each, proving the amounts to have been paid. 
It is indeed a wicked—a very wicked—world ! 
-_* 
* 

“IN consequence of the enormous success of Master and Man, 
Robert Pateman is compelled to. postpone his v.sit into the 
provinces.” This reads like good biz for the Princess’ Theatre, 
does it not? and good business is really done, for upon a visit ot 
ours last week there was hardly a seat in the house, and this on 
one of the latter days of the week, too. We have, in a previous 
number, criticised the piece, so it will suftice for us here to urge upon 
our readers not to miss seeing this great sensational drama of 
Master and Man, and, going, will thank us for suggesting a visit to 
the Oxford Street house. Fees 
* 

A NICE sum of pin money appears to have been given to Mdlle. 
Rattazzi, who wits married a short time ago to the Spanish 
grandee, Luis Villa- 
nova, the husband 
having presented to 
his charminy wife the 
annual income from 
his famous tobacco 
plantations in Havana, 
supplying the cigars 
smoked by many of 
our European sove- 
reigns, valued at 
£70,000 a year. 


In A. Suorer’s 
golden days when all 
was young, Creenwich 
was the scene of many 
a festive outing. Times 
out of number has A. 
SLOPER, when a curly 
headed kiddy, rolled 
down the grassv slopes 
in the Park and 
pricked himself on 
the nettles. Later, in 
the freshness of youth 
how often has he tea-ed 
and shrimp-ed it at 
the “Trafalgar,” 
with loveliness by his 
side? No wonder then 
that recollections of 
past joys brought tears to the old man’s eyes, when on Thursday 
evening, February 13th, he visited) Mr. Morton's Theatre at 
Greenwich, to witness the Tantomime of Dick Whittington, 
Drying his eyes on what Aunt Geeser calls a banana ‘handkerchief, 
the F.0.M., after a lapse of time. discovered that although far from 
the gay city, an entertainment was being given by Mr. Morton 
that London might well be proud of. The FAMILY was, of 
course, invited) behind the secnes, but the ladies of the ballet 
made such a fuss with ALLY that Mrs. 8, threatened to call on 
Uncle Butt in the morning. So the meeting was thereupon 
adjourned sine dic. ae 

* 


A. SLOPER has it on the best authority that at family gatherings 
of a festive nature Colonel) Mercier and his son St. Vincent 
invariably oblige with the old song “ Act on the Square, boys.” 

. * 
* 

THERE is no gainsaying that Clarissa is a very enjoyable play. 

Many hypocritical persons may turn up their eyes and lift up their 
hands, and mur- 

mur in horror 

stricken tones that 

such plays have 

an immoral ten- 

dency; but this 

is all humbug. 

Clarissa, we ac- 

knowledge, is a 

piece in which 

debauchery — and 

dissipation play an 

important part ; 

but it is hardly 

logical to say that 

because these two 

sins are enacted in 

all their vileness 

on the stage that 

members of the 

audience will im- 

mediately follow 

the example set 

them, hings 

would come to 2 

pretty pass if this 

sort of thing were 

to exist. The 

strictest father 

ae not pois to mie his Chiahters, be they the purest minded, 
o see such a play as Thomas Thorne has placed upo » stage of 
his pretty little Vaudeville Theatre, Ee On Ame AES Ct 
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INFLUENZA has spoiled the Paris fashionable season. A 
great dressmaker, who has an establishment in Rome as well 
a: in Paris, declares there is 
so much to do in Rome and 
sy little in Paris, the lady por- 
tion of the population having 
emigrated to warmer climates, 
that she has drafted off her 
most skilled workwomen to the 
Roman — establishment, The 
chief orders received in_ Paris 
this year have been for dresses 
to be worn on the French 
Riviera, or in the United States 
and at the Court of Japan. 


* 

Ir is thought by many that 
the Family never leave London 
during the winter months, but 
remain satisfied with visiting 
the theatres and music hails 
contained in our own little city. 
This is mere fallacy, for a few 
nights ago, by special invitation 
of Joe Ellis, the Family were 
yresent at the Queen's Theatre, 
Manchester. When the celebri- | 
ties arrived at the London Road 
Station, a terrific roar from the 
throats of the assembled thou- 
sands of spectators greeted them, 
which so affected the Eminent 
that he embraced the station- 
master’s pretty daughter in a 
mistake for Mrs. $. Mr, Joe Ellis and Mr. Sidney Stanley then 
appeared, and escorted the Family into a gorgeously painted 
brougham, specially manufactured for the occasion, and, preceded 
by a band, the triumphal march began. The “Royal York 
Hotel” was the first stoppage, aud after a sumptuous dinner was 
got through, the host and guests adjourned to the Queen’s Theatre. 
The Moth Eaten Fabric, after kissing his old friend Carrie Coote 
retired with the rest of the Family into a private box, and amuse: 
himself by dropping Boulanger and Ginetta on to the heads of the 
big drummer and bass violinist respectively. We are pleased to 
say that the Family arrived back at the “ Sloperies ” not too much 
mixed, but just mixed enough, having spent a thorough good 
time of it in Manchester. ss 

. 


IT is greatly to be regretted that the Duc d'Orléans, the descendant 
of a great race, cacuid have placed himself in the ridiculous posi- 
tion he has. In going to Paris and 

endeavouring to serve his time asa 

conscript in the French Army, he has 

acted for all the world like a spoiled 

child who cries for the moon, and in 

his endeavours to get it comes to grief. 

It is to be hoped that this escapade 

will be a lesson to him in future. 

It is simply ridiculous attempting. 

single-handed, to upset a powerful 

government like that of France, and 

this is what his folly amounts to. 

Young men who act childishly deserve 

chastising. So it is to be hoped that 

the Comte de Paris, when his son 

returns, will not backward in 

censuring his foolish conduct. 


. 

WHEN A. SLOPER offered to send a 
cabinet-sized portrait of himself, with 
his autograph on the back, to all those 
who contributed 5s. or more to his 
“Christmas Appeal,” he not — un- 
naturally expected a rush, and a huge 
stock of photographs was laid on. 
Alas! that hopes so seraphimically 
cherished should be blasted, in so 
short a time! Another smack from 
an mnapprecialye, ungrateful public! 
These photographs are life-like like- 
nesses of the Eminent, and would sell 
at two shillings each in any shop. 
Estimating The Ruin'’s autograph at 
three shillings, and there’s your five 
shillings’ worth right off. But when you remember that your 
tive shillings will go to pe bread into poor hungry meuths 
and empty tum-jacks—well, you ought to consider yourself jolly 
lucky—that’s all. ss 

= 


JEAN Succl, the Italian fasting man, who has already fasted 
for extremely long periods in Milan and Paris, is now in London, 
en route for America, and peorces to fast for forty days in this 
city, and to practise numerous kinds of bodily exercise during the 
period of abstinence. On the fortieth day he intends to take a 
ride through London. What a pity there are such idiots in 
existence. If they come to grief who could pity them! Indeed, 
pity is thrown away upon men who literally hunger and thirst for 
notoriety, and who seem to think that they had better be dead 
than in obscurity. ee 

* 

ANYTHING about babies amuses the womenfolk, so the following 
will prove interesting :—At a baby show recently held in Sydney, 
three hundred children were exhibited, each 
being escorted by its mother. Upon the 
last day of the show the awards were decided 
by a committee of twelve medical men. The 
first prize was unanimously given to a very 
handsome baby-girl, ten months old. After 
the presentation had taken place and the 
committee were about to retire to the supper 
prepared for them, to their astonishment and 
alarm they were assailed by an army of two 
or three hundred infuriated women, each of 
whom declared the judgment an unfair one, 
and that her darling alone deserved the first 
prize. The unfortunate men had no means 
of protecting themselves, their foes usin 
their nails and umbrellas freely. Luckily 
the director of the exhibition had the pre- 
sence of mind to turn the gas out, and the 
mothers retreated. 

ss 


= 
IF any complaint can be made re- 
peraing the entertainment at the 
.ondon Pavilion Music Hall it is 
this, there are too many turns, On 
a recent visit we noticed that there 
were no less than twenty-two items 
on the programme, and what is mcre, 
not a single turn was missed, The 
great Macdermott was in fine voice, 
and informed us that “ We'd all got 
em,” in his most seductive fashion, 
while G. W. Hunter beamed love up- 
onallaround him. Lieutenant Cole 
ventriloquised in his usual excellent 
manner, and W. Kenway proved what a clever mimic he is by 
splendidly imitating the great Mac and Lieutenant Cole. The Athos 
Troup of Acrobats are capital, and Lucy Clark is blessed with both 
a good presence and excellent voice. A visit to this hall will 
please the most dissatisfied mortal in existence. 
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A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING MARCH 8TH, 1890, 
a 

Qnd March, 1761.—This day, George Meggs, whom Jack 
Slack, the rope hethes had backed to fight Bill. Stevens, “the 
Nailer” (the champion’s conqueror), for 200 guineas, met his 
antagonist at the Tennis Court, James Street. At the first onset, 
Stevens missed his blow, and Meggs knocked him down. The 
fight was sold, and with scarcely another blow Stevens gave in, 
“ Pancratia ” says, “ An old supporter of Stevens, meeting him one 
day, expressed his surprise at this defeat, when Bill drily answered 
him, ‘Why, lord bless you, the day I fought Jock Slack I got 
90 guineas; but I got 50 guineas more than I should have done 
by letting Georgy eh me; and, damme, ain’t I the same man 
still?’ This happened in the “ palmy days” of prize-fighting ! 

2nd March, 1802.—In the lies register of Totteridge appear: 
the following notice of the burial of a female Parish Clerk — 
“1802, March 2, buried Elizabeth King, widow, for 46 years clerk of 
this parish, in the 91st year of her age.” . 

2nd March, 1869.—A horrible double murder was this day com. 
mitted at Poplar, a man named Bradshaw cutting the throats of 
his landlady (Mrs. Brown) and her daughter, and then his own, 


Srd March, 1828.—A newspaper of this date says—“ A few 
days since, two lads were playing at pitch and toss, in Portfield, in 
the parish of Oving, near Chichester, when, disagreeing, they had a 
few blows. One of them, whose name is Charles Burrage, went « 
short distance and took up a shovel, with which he returned and 
hit the other a violent blow on the head, which fractured the 
skull. The youth lingered a few hours and died. Verdict of the 
inquest— Manslaughter’ against Burrage, who is committed to 
Horsham gaol.” ; : 

3rd March, 1828.—This day an extraordinary high tide took place, 
which, being accompanied by a strong easterly wind, caused the 
Thames to overtiow its banks. All the low places and a number of 
wharfs in Lambeth and its vicinity were inundated, and_ property 
toa considerable amount was in consequence damaged or destroyed. 
The tide rose nearly as high as that of 1812, which did so much 
mischief. 

Mole Sei 1884.—The Franchise Bill was read for the first time 
this day, 

3rd March, 1855.—William Dunn, treasurer of Drury Lane Theatre 
died this day, aged 73. 


4th March, 1732.—The first oratorio was this day performed 
at Lincoln's Inn Fields Theatre. In 1734, the famous opera singer, 
Farinelli, at whom the newspapers of the day directed many a 
pointed sarcasm, received for the season a salary of £15,000, a8 well 
as a free benefit, which realized an additional profit of £2,Qw. 
Such, however, is the uncertain tenure of the public favour, that 
scarcely two years later Farinelli had the mortification of singing 
to a house containing but £35. 

4th March, 1828.—This afternoon, some workmen employed ir 
repairing a part of the building of the “ New Inn,” Gloucester, were 
removing a lead spout, they discovered a hen’s nest containing 
eleven eeee, which must have been deposited there about twv 
centuries before. The shells of the eggs were perfect, but of a 


very dark colour, and the insides quite dried up. 


5th March, 1832.—Raikes, in his “ Diary” of this day, says: 
“ My poor friend, Henry B—, destroyed himself this morning in 
his room in ‘ Limmer's Hotel,’ Conduit Street. Continued losses at 
Lend drove him to despair, and he cut his own throat after shaving 
and dressing himself compe while the breakfast was Preparing 
by his servant, . . . He left the following words scr'bbled on 
the back of a kind note received the preceding evening from his 
friend, the Duke of Dorset—‘I cannot pray, and am determined to 
rush unbidden into the presence of my God.’” 

6th March, 1811.—The Battle of Barrosa was fought this day. 
The loss of the enemy amounted to 3,0uU killed, wounded and 
prisoners. The English lost 1,243. 

5th March, 1721.—A_ proclamation of George I. this day com- 
manded all apothecaries to follow the dispensatory compiled by 
the London College of Physicians. 


6th March, 1828.—At the farm of Mr. Smith, East Wonford, 
Heavitree, a lamb, yeaned this morning, had two tongues, with two 
gullets or passages for food into the stomach, a very large mouth, 
four nostrils and a double chin; a protuberance on the forehea 
covered with thick white hair, rendtring the frontal of the anima! 
in appearance like that of a bull, while the profile resembled that 
of a large owl; the ears resembled those of a rabbit, but longer, and 
covered with white and yellow hair. 

6th March, 1877.—Benjamin Daniels, a Norfolk giant, who was a 
farmer of Scratby, near Yarmouth, died this day. His age was 
fifty-four; height, 6 feet 6 inches; weight, 24 stone; width from 
shoulder to shoulder, 20 inches. His symmetry is described as grand, 
and his strength prodigious. He could easily carry four bushels ot 
wheat under each arm, and brought wreckage off the beach that 
three other men together could not lift. Sometimes, harnessed to 
one of his harrows, he would do a horse's work in the fields, He 
was a very good natured fellow. 


7th March, 1877.—The Lord Mayor, at the Mansion House 
this day, stated that, during recent gales in the North Sea, thirty: 
five vessels and smacks, belonging to Yarmouth, Lowestoft. 
Grimsby, Hull and Ramsgate, had n lost, 2K men and boy: 
drowned, and 88 widows, 164 children, and 15 aged relatives left 
entirely destitute. 

ith March, 1877.—A mad gentleman this day dropped in at 
Windsor Castle, saying he had come to marry the Princess Beatrice 
The officials, under pretence of showing him over the property he 
was to come into, drove him to Old Windsor Workhouse, and left 
him there in charge. 

7th March, 1842.—Cherubini, the composer, died this day. 


8th March, 1828.—The English Theatre at Paris clozed on 
this date with an address from Abbott, returning thanks for past 
favours, and soliciting patronage for their re-opening on the 7th of 
April with Macready in Macbeth. The performance was for the 
benefit of Miss Smithson, on which occasion she was honoured 
with the presence of the Duchess of Berri, the Duke and Duches+ 
of Orleans, the Duke of Chartres, Mademoiselle D’Orleans, the 
Prince of Saxe Coburg, the Prince and Princess of Hohenlohe 
Langenbours; and their respective suites. 

8th March, 1854.—On this day a fine bustard was shot on the 
estate of Baron Parke, at Less Hill, Kingswater. Bustards are 
extremely rare in this country, though, formerly, there were grea 
flocks. One shot in 1856, in Berkshire, weighed 1341bs., and it 
wings measured from tip to tip 6ft. 3in. The flesh is spoken of «+ 
delicious, In the Crimea, in December, 1855, the British officer 
shot many weighing 16 or 17 lbs. each. 

8th March, 1848.—Hudson Kirby, the tragedian, died this da:. 


aged 29. : 
8th March, 1832.—Edmund John Parsloe, pantomimist, died thi 
day in New York, aged 36. 


ALLY SLOPER’S 
FREE LIFE INSURANCE. 


£150 will be paid by MR. GILBERT DALZIEL, the Pi 
; prictor of “ ALLY SLOPER'’s HALF-HOLIDAY,” fe ¢/" 
next-of-hin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl (Railway Serva 
on duty excepted), who should happen to meet with his or her deal" 
ina Kailway Accident, in any part of the United Kingde 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of * ALLY SLOPER'S Hatt 
HOLIDAY” és found upon the Deceased at the time af the Accident. 
“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY ” is published every Thursday 
morning at 10 o'clock, and the Insurance lasts one week from that 
time, expiring at 10 o'clock the following Thursday morning. 


(Saturday, March 1, 1890. 
a 
A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING MARCH 8TH, 1890, 
—— 


March, 1761.—This day, George Meggs, whom Jack 
i tee pres Blt had backed to fight Bill Stevens, “the 
Nailer” (the champion’s conqueror), for 200 guineas, met his 
antagonist at the Tennis Court, James Street. At the first onset, 
Stevens missed his blow, and Meggs knocked him down. The 
fight was sold, and with scarcely another blow Stevens gave in, 
“'Pancratia” says, “ An o!d supporter of Stevens, meeting him one 
day, expressed his surprise at this defeat, when Bill drily answered 
him, ‘Why, lord bless you, the day I fought Jock Slack 1 got 
90 guineas; but I got 50 guineas more than I should have done 
by letting Georgy t me; and, damme, ain't I the same man 
still?’ This happened in the “ palmy days” of prize-fighting ! 
2nd March, 1802.—In the ree register of Totteridge appears 
the following notice of the burial of a female Parish Clerk -— 
* 1802. March 2, buried shoe King, widow, for 46 years clerk of 
i ish, in the 91st year of her age. : 
a grt 1869,—A horrible double murder was this day com- 
mitted at Poplar, a man named Bradshaw cutting the throats of 
his landlady (Mrs. Brown) and her daughter, and then his own. 


< March, 1828.—A newspaper of this date says—“ A few 
ar viane two lads were playing at pitch and toss, in Portfield, in 
the parish of Oving, near Chichester, when, disagreeing, they had a 
few blows. One of them, whose name 18 Charles Burrage, went 2 
short distance and took up a shovel, with which he returned and 
hit the other a violent blow on the head, which fractured the 
skull. The youth lingered a few hours and died. Verdict of the 
inquest— Manslaughter’ against Burrage, who is committed to 

ham gaol.” ape 

Herd Mareh, 1828,—This day an extraordinary high tide took place, 
which, being accompanied by a strong easterly wind, caused the 
Thames to overflow its banks. All the low places and a number of 
wharfs in Lambeth and its vicinity were inundated, and_ property 
toa considerable amount was in consequence damaged or destroyed. 
The tide rose nearly as high as that of 1812, which did so much 

ischief. : 
eI March, 1884.—The Franchise Bill was read for the first time 


day. 
mee March, 1855.—William Dunn, treasurer of Drury Lane Theatre 
died this day, aged 73. 


March, 1732.—The first oratorio was this day performed 

Pak eeeyy oh. Fields Theatre. In 1734, the famous opera singer, 
Farinelli, at whom the newspapers of the day directed many a 
pointed sarcasm, received for the season a salary of £15,000, a8 well 
as free benefit, which realized an additional profit of £2,000, 
Such, however, is the uncertain tenure of the pu lic favour, that 
scarcely two years later Farinelli had the mortification of singing 
to a house containing but £35. i 

4th March, 1828.—This afternoon, some workmen employed it 
repairing a part of the building of the “New Inn, Gloucester, were 
removing a lead spout, they discovered a hen’s nest containing 
eleven eggs, which must have been deposited there about twu 
centuries Thetors: The shells of the eggs were perfect, but of a 
very dark colour, and the insides quite dried up. 

March, 1832.—Raikes, in his “ Diary” of this day, says: 

« Be coe beng eer B—, destroyed himself this morning in 
his room in ‘ Limmer’s Hotel,’ Conduit Street. Continued losses at 
play drove him to despair, and he cut his own throat after shavin: 
Pod dressing himself completely, while the breakfast was prepariny 
by his servant, .. . He left the following words scribb ed on 
the back of a kind note received the preceding evening from his 
friend, the Duke of Dorset—‘ I cannot pray, and am determined 
rush unbidden into the presence of my God. : : 

Sth March, 1811.—The Battle of Barrosa was fought this day. 
The loss of the enemy amounted to 3,000 killed, wounded aud 
prisoners. The English lost 1,243. ; : 

5th March, 1721—A_ proclamation of George I, this day com: 
manded all apothecaries to follow the dispensatory compiled by 
the London College of Physicians. 


March, 1828.—At the farm of Mr. Smith, East Wonford. 
hocicee a op, yeaned this morning, had two tongues, wit htwo 
gullets or passages for food into the stomach, a very large mouth. 
four nostrils and a double chin; a protuberance on the forehead 
covered with thick white hair, rendering the frontal of the anima 
in appearance like that of a bull, while the profile resembled that 
of a large owl; the ears resembled those of a rabbit, but longer, and 
covered with white and yellow hair. a ' oo 

6th March, 1877.—Benjamin Daniels, a Norfolk giant, who was a 
farmer of Scratby, near Yarmouth, died this day. His age was 
fifty-four; height, 6 feet 6 inches ; weight, 24 stone ; widt from 
shoulder to shoulder, 20 inches. His symmetry is described as grand, 
and his strength prodigious. He could easily carry four bushels ot 
wheat under each arm, and brought wreckage off the beach that 
three other men together could not lift. Sometimes, harnessed to 
one of his harrows, he would do a horse's work in the fields. He 
was a very good natured fellow. 


th Marco 18'77.—The Lord Mayor, at the Mansion House 
thie day, stated that, during recent gales in the North Sea, thirty: 
five vessels and smacks, belonging to Yarmouth, Lowestott. 
Grimsby, Hull and Ramsgate, had n lost, 2K men and boys 
drowned, and 88 widows, 164 children, and 15 aged relatives left 
tirely destitute, - 
rath “March, 1877.—A_mad gentleman this day dropped in at 
Windsor Castle, saying he had come to marry the Princess Beatrice. 
The officials, under pretence of showing him over the property ys 
was to come into, drove him to Old Windsor Workhouse, and left 
him there in charge. . 
“Tth March, 1812—Cherubini, the composer, died this day. 
ia ta eb a a 


March, 1828.—The English Theatre at Paris clozed on 
vie ee tee address from Abbott, returning thanks for | 
favours, and soliciting patronage for their re-opening on the 7t of 
April with Macready in Macbeth. The performance was for ne 
benefit of Miss Smithson, on which occasion she was honoure' 
with the presence of the Duchess of Berri, the Duke and Duches+ 
of Orleans, the Duke of Chartres, Mademoiselle D’Orleans, the 
Prince of Saxe Coburg, the Prince and Princess of Hohenlohe 

ugenbourg, and their respective suites. 
Marah, 1854.—On this day a fine bustard was shot on the 
estate of Baron Parke, at Less Hill, Kingswater. Bustards are 
extremely rare in this country, theugh, formerly, there were gre" 
flocks. One shot in 1856, in Berkshire, weighed 134 Ibs., and its 
wings measured from tip to tip 6ft. 3in. The flesh is spoken of 
delicious. In the Crigee in Deverte, 1855, the British officer 
shot many weighing 16 or s. each, : ies 

8th Mach, {818---Hudson Kirby, the tragedian, died this das. 


d 29. . P 
“Fath March, 1832.—Edmund John Parsloe, pantomimist, died thi: 
day in New York, aged 36. 


ALLY SLOPER’S 
FREE LIFE INSURANCE. 


£1 50 will be paid by MR. GILBERT DAuztEt, the Pr 
prictor of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY, to tH 


next-uf-hin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl (Railway Servant’ 
on duty excepted), who should happen to meet wrth his or her cs 
ina Railway Accident, in any part of the LU nited oe bait 


Saturday, March 1, 1890.1 
A CHOCO-LATE-NT CHANCE. 


According to another sequel, just published to Ibsen's play, A Doll's House, it 
would appear that @ refractory wife can always be brought to obedience by 
chocolate drops.) : 


O, FELLOW- HUSBAND, who 
alack, 

May sutfer ever and anon, 
From your sweet helpmeet’s 
, ,, “nag” and “clack "— 
| } Whene'er she rates your 

, 


\ 
iy 


* goings-on "— 
When you 


] ave stayed out 
late, perhaps. 
Or have at “business” 
been detained, 
\' With three or four nice jolly 
chaps, 
Till, probably, the mid- 
night's waned— 
O, don’t despond, be not 
cast down, 
When wifey on you wildly 


pops ; 
To make her fond, and 
smoothe her frown, 
Just give her a dose of chocolate drops ! 


For don't we read that in this play 
(And plays we know are always right) 
A wife will easily obey. 
When chocolates make her heart feel light ? 
Then Benedicts (in case your wives 
Should, when upset, your calmness shock), 
'Twere well, for sake of quiet lives, 
You of these sweets laid in a stock, 
With fear don't thrill, but seek this balm, 
Procurable at sweetstuff shops 
Your “ missus ” will be meek and calm, 
After a dose of chocolate drops. 


Each Week's Competition Complete in Itself. 


SLOPER'’S WEEKLY PRESENTS. 


The Friend of Man is now giving Two Substantiai Presents away 
every week to Purchasers of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY "— 
one toa Lady,and one toa Gentleman, All that has to be done 
isto cut out and fill in the Label printed below, expressing a wish 
“what the Applicant is in want of,” and post it to:— 

ALLY'S “ PRESENT” DEPARTMENT, 
“The Sloperies,” 
99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


*,* Applicants must write distinctly in left-hand corner of 
Envelope whether et ia a Lady or Gentleman applying. 


SLOPER’S WEEKLY PRESENTS. 
“Ally Sloper’s Half-Holiday,” March ist, 1890. 


Nang: 


Address 


© “Sloper Watches” will not be given. 
16lst WEEK. 


RESULT OF FEBRUARY 15th COMPETITION. 


The following Applicants have been Awarded 


“SLOPER PRESENTS.” 
1, Miss TEBBUTT, Care of Messrs. Taylor & Co., ROMFORD. 
A BUTTER-DISH. 


2. TOM WERNER LAURIE, 260 Devonshire Road, Forest Hill, LONDON. 
A POCKET FLASE. 


are inclosed with the Advertisement, not 
Sor publication, but as a guarantee of 
good faith, 

Tootsie undertakes, free of charge and 
post-free, to forward unopened, to the 
partics interested, all letters received in 
reply to the advertisements inserted. 
Advertisements already received, which 
do not appear below, will be inserted as 
son as space admits. Address— 
TOOTSIE, “MATRIMONIAL AGENCY,” 

“THE SLOPERIES,” 
99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C, 


bi ik ¢ : 


Laura (Aged 19). 


YOUNG MAN, aged 20, height 5 ft. 11 in., dark hair and light 
moustache, would like to hear froma young lady, not more than 26. Must 
eheerful, of medium height, musical, and not cbtect to country home.— 
Mi » with (Photo, to “GEORGIE,” “TOOTSIE’S MATRIMONIAL AGENCY,” 
Sloperies,” 99 Shoe Lane, London, E.C. 


f desired. Address— 


‘OOTSIE'S MAT: N cy,” “* 3 - >) 
ne, London, EO, ATRIMONIAL AGENCY, The Sloperics,” 99 Shoe 


Gite 2 3 ee ee a Ee ee See 

YOUNG ENGINEER, aged 23, well connected, and ina very 
: agen Position, wishes to correspond with an amiable young lady with view 
ie rimony. Please inclose photo, which will be returned if desired, and 


ss to “JIM,” “ TOOTSIE'S TRIMOD cy,” “ ‘a 
Lane, Loudin, RO: ONIAL AGENCY,” “The Sloperies,” 99 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY: 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


: -_s 
*.° Inconsequence of the enormous number of letters received, we 
are unable to publish those selected as soon as we could desire ; 
but the Editor wishes to assure his Correspondents that all 
lettere of importance and interest, and of moderate length 
will be sure to find a place ultimately in his Letter-Box,and 
he therefore invites correspondence on all subjects. 


HOLLINWoop, February 9th, 1890. 

DEAR S1r,—On behalf of Messrs. Lion & Co, IU have much 
pleasure in acknowledging the receipt of your valuable present, 
viz., “A Ladies’ Companion,” which you so kindly sent to be pre- 
sented to the Belle of the Ball. 1am pleased to say the Tea Party 
and Kall was a grand success,and that Miss Maggie Meaney is now 
the nabry possessor of your handsome present. I have had 
forwarc ed to you the Oldham Advertiser, which contains full 
particulars of the presentation. Faithfully yours, 


ARTHUR A. HILL (Managing Director). 


THE METROPOLITAN ELECTRIC StupPLY CoMPANY, LIMITED- 
_4 WATERLOO PLACE, Lonpon, February 10th, 1890. 
DEAR SIR,—Let me approach you by saying, and this most 
truthfully, that I have n one of your readers from, I may 
say, your earliest number, and this can be borne out by my 
wife and children. Thus I know you do much for the cause 
of charity, and | want you to know what this Company 
has recently done. On Saturday last they entertained, at 
their station in Sardinia Street, Lincoln's Inn Fields, 1,188 
children, giving them tea, bread and butter, various kinds of cakes, 
oranges, etc., and each guest received a good warm comforter, and, 
according to age and size, 2d. or 3d. each. A band was in 
attendance, and the amusements were intrusted to Mr. Hamlin, of 
Holborn, who greatly amused them for about an hour and a half. 
Any comment you care to make on this information may induce 
other large companies to follow suit. 
HENRY COLEMAN. 


Yours very truly, 

PENARTH POPPERIES, S. WALES, February 106h, 1890. 
DEAR OLD JIN SNIFFER,—Xkuse me righting thusly, butt I 
hav such good noose four you. The porn-brakers of lundun hav 
aplyed four and hav bin grunted a warent for the hopenng of a 
noo lodge of freemassons, too be cauled the Lumbarfdian lodge. 
Purhapps you kannot sea what I ham dryvin at, but you will wen 
hit his hopend, for their will be know nesesitea four you too put 
yure dasy roots up the spout four the long luved toopenorth, four 
you will onely hav two give them the quiif, hand their you ar, 
don't you no, hiff you ar hever doun this way you ar write four too 
2's hon yure gamp hat the abuv haddress. Now, | think four the 
tip I hav givun you, you mite send me hon a wotch, I wud 
arsk four moor onely I don’t like to be greedie, so good buy hold 

chappie, with kinde luv to Tottsy hand haul the at famille, 

I remayne, yours troolie, 

W. J. CROUCH. 


62 SENRAH STREET, STEPNEY, E., February 12th, 1890. 

DEAR OLD ALLY,— Having sold my biss.—as a shoeblack, 

situated at the corner of Arbour Square—I find no further use for 

my old and valued friend, and, thinking 4 would match your 

family comb, though I part with it with regret I feel sure it is 

sing into careful hands. With love to Tootsie and the twins, 
not forgetting Alex. and Mrs, Sloper, 

remain your loving friend, 
B. JUSTICE. 


e500 


has this day been presented to 
FREDERICK HAWKINS, 18 Burr Street, London, E. 


ALLY SLOPER'S CONSOLATION PRIZE OF 
ae 5O 


has this day been presented to 
JABEZ RUSHTON, Davies’ Row, St. George’s, Near 
Wellington, Salop. 

*,* A. SLOPER hereby gives notice that he cannot answer any 
questions in regard to these awards, whether accompanied by a 
stamped envelope or not, 

“THE SLOPERIES,” March 1st, 1899, 


*.* Subscribers of not less than Five Shillings will receive (post- 
Sree) a Cabinet size Photograph of A, SLOPER, Esq., F.0.M., with 
the Eminent's autograph on the back. 


ALLY SLOPER’S 
CHRISTMAS APPEAL 
FOR THE DESTITUTE POOR OF LONDON. 


SUBSCRIPTIONS ACKNOWLEDGED IN LAST WEEK'S “ HALF- 
HouipDAy,” £216 15x, ld. SINCE RECEIVED :— 

ESME WYNNE, Is.; A. H. H., 6d.; W. PERRY, Id.; EMILY GROSVENOR (5th 
sub.), 2s.; A. R. TAIT, 4d.; H. L. W., 6d.; JACK, ete., ete. 4s.; G. E. K., 3d.; 
JAMES GYNGELE, 1s.; MAY HOLLOWAY, 28.; DOUBLE T., 2d.; T. RESTE 
6d. ; LIZZIE JAMES : MAGGIF, ARTHUR AND MABEL, 6d. ; Cas, W. AL 


TODDLES, 3d.; JAMES GRANT, 3d.; KATE, 6d.; C 
W. H. WILLIAMS, 2s.; JOHN Rosk, 6d.: G 
BAKER, 3¢.; 

HACKWORTHY, 6d. ; ROBERT CATLING, 5s. 
CLARKE, 2s. 6d.; A. J. H., 1s.; EDWIN WILSON, 6d.; MRS, A. PALMER, 2d. ; 
ERNEST, 34d.; PAT M. DUNNE, ld. ; F. JAMES, 4d.; MRS, WILSON, 9d.; J. R. 
TAYLOR, 53,; WILL SMITHSON, F.O.S., 5s. 


Making a total received up to February 18th, 1890—£219 11s, 2}¢. 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


THE grocers have struck against wrapping their butter in the 
contents of our W.-P.B. Their customers complain that it makes 
it savour of (f)olio-margarine. 

THE author of “ Dr. Bill” really doesn't deserve full credit for 
inventing the title. Given the first word, the second would inevit- 
ably suggest itself. 

JUBILEE WAXES WISE.—SLOPER (angrily). Don't call me 
“pop,” sirrah; it’s Yankee slang. Call me “papa” or “father.” 
Jubilee. Pardon me, father; I meant it as an abbreviation for 
Pioneer of Purity. SLOPER. Heaven love you, child. Here's a 
shilling for you to buy candies with. 


THE HOUSE WITH THE RED BLINDS. 
(A Sensational Theatrical Neel.) 
By Moraxp Maw. 
aia 
CHAPTER I. 

IT was long ago. T was young, then—young enough,and vet old 
enough, to visit one burlesque more than twice during its run, | 
saw many burlesques when a youth, and saw them all many times 


SLOPER’S SELECT LIBRARY. 


wm 
I was young, then. 


but the one I went to see more than any other, and which I 
remember best of all, was called Zhe Desert Heir; or, Brown 
Jones and Robinson Crusoe, Friday, alias Brown Jones, was a 
man; Robinson Crusoe was a woman, one Ewin St. Cyr. And 1 
loved her—loved her with all my soul, and with every farthing of 
my pocket-money. She didn’t know it—at Icast, not at first. But 
that is not to the point. This, however, is :— 

One frosty night in June, before | had been introduced to the 
object of my adoration, I was stroiling, quite by accident, by the 
stage-door of the theatre where the above named burlesque was 
running—at a time, strange to say, identical with the one which 
usually saw the artistes off the premises—when | caught sight of 
Ewin, dressed up to the eyes in tur, and looking the very picture 
of all that was fetching, stepping into a hansom cab, 

Up till then—i.c, that frosty night—1l had not troubled myself 
about Ewin's pri- 
vate address, To 
me, she had seemed 
to have but one 
abode, and that 
abode the  foot- 
lights. A warm 
pa truly, but, as 

afterwards learnt, 
hot too warm for 
Ewin. -Vew | was 
all wonderment to 
know where she 


“hung out’ —all 
frantic curiosity to 
find out what 
lucky spot she 
favoured when she 


was home. With 
a view, then, to 
satisfying my 
inquisitiveness on 
this point, | retired 
to the shade 
afforded by the 
vehicle about to 
whirl her to her 
destination, 
and listened with 
all my might and 
both my ears. 

Presently these 
words fell gently 
to my hearing :— 

“Twenty-seven West Bank, St. George's Wood—the house with 
the red blinds.” 

The cabman nodded—somewhat familiarly 1 thought—and in 2 
few seconds the fair fare was driven from the door. 

The spirit of adventure rose within me. I longed to see the 
house she lived in—to gaze, with the rapture that would be sure to 
come when I gazed on the window that had been made by some 
unfeeling builder to shut off communication between her chamber 
and the street. And, longing thus, I hailed me a hansom, and 
sped on my way to West Bank. 

It was about 12.30 when | stepped from the cab, and_ stood 
opposite the house with the red blinds. Why T had come I knew 
not. It was cold—awfully cold, and | was far from accustomed to 
the duties of a night policeman, Cursing myself for my folly in 

- .  @Xposing my even- 
ing dressed person 
to the treacherous 
out-door atmos- 
phere of a June 
midnight, I was 
about to make for 
home, when the air 
suddenly became 
loaded with female 
shrieks for help 
eupplemented 
at intervals with 
female announce- 
ments of murder. I 
listened, trembling 
from head to foot. 
Yes ! the cries came 
from her house, 
and the voice was 
hers! In an in- 
stant I was across 
the road and up 
the steps. As I had 
entered the gate 1 
heard a great com- 
motion, as of the 
upsetting of some- 
thing heavy, and 
«iw the lights in 
the bedroom 
window go out, 
My love was bein 
cruelly murdered, 


Stepping into a hansom. 


me 


Knocking down the door. 


it seemed, and it was my duty to interfere; so knocking down the 


A CONFIRMED HYPOCHONDRIAC.—ANn orange, since it has in- 
variably got the pip 

“TELL me, where is fancy bred?” sings Shakespeare. We should 
advise him to try Nevill’s. 

THE ANNALS OF A POLICE CoURT.—Bacch-anals, 


door with one of my boots, | rushed into the darkness of the hail, 

where, stumbling against something soft and human-like, which 

was lying at full length on the mat, I fell heavily to the oil- 

cloth, my head striking a cast-iron umbrella stand in the desceat. 
(To be continued next week.) 


PROVIDED a copy of the current issue af “ ALLY SLOPERS ae 
HoLipDay” ia found upon the Deceased at the time of the Acci oat 
“ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-HOLIDAY ” is published every inure 
morning at 10 o'clock, and the Insurance lasts one wee From that 
time, erpiring at 10 o'clock the following Thursday morning. 
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a2 ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY: 


THE “ FOS.” PORTRAIT GALLERY. | | —_ PLEASANT FOR FITZSNUFF. | 


i A HARROW-ING INCIDENT. 


After a March hare—he'll be more chary to take a fence 
like it again. 


Robert Pateman, and we have no doubt that our selection this 
week will meet with the appreciation of most of our patrons. 
Robert from carly childhood has been noted for his pathetic 
fmany diMeult characters, When a baby his mourn- 
startle the neighbours for miles around, and @ 
formed te wait upon our hero's parents and Loafer (to whom Pitzsnuff has refused to give a copper). Go it, cabby—it’s only a togged-up palo’ mine | 
rehild being muzzled and chained up, Luckily, trying to pitch blarney into a moneyed gal o’ his acquaintance ; so drive slowly, and gi’ him as long a bob's- 
ep deputation had time to carry out their intentions, | worth as you can, and he'll make it all right wid yer if he marries the wench. WHEN THY TINY, TINY FEET 1! SEE. 
Kobert was kidnapped by a gipsy yang, who immediately ae a ER ESSE Ee ite = arty = Sass Re ———— 
seooted off to London, and finally sold him in a well known 
pub fora pot of four ale. The purchaser of the child was a well ag H E Vv A L EN T ! N E 
known theatrical agent who saw at a glance by the shape of the r=. = 
babelet’s nose and right ear that there was a vast amount of 
\ pathos and emotion in his disposition, and therefore determined 
to adopt the infant for future speculation. Robert has since 
proved the correctness of the agent's surmises, and has amply 
repaid that gentleman for the expenses incurred during our hero's 
training. Chiefly because he is a great emotional actor our hero 
was created F.S., and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ presented 
{ p to him, February 15th, 1890,"—Debrett Improved. | 


rendering 


No. 120. ROBERT PATEMAN, F.O.S. 
At last we are enabled to place before our numerous readers 
the well known features of that powerful and sensational actor, 


‘Twas a week after the Lith of February, and the beautiful widow Malone bad vot tired of her only valentine. “Sure, O1 think OWI sind it te Pat Doolan,” said she; * he's 
acliver boy, and it'll make Mick M Carty jealons, too !"--—(2). SI y boy Dennis to disguise himself artfully and slip it under Doolan’s front door.——(3). “ Bedad ! Oi 
don't loike the looks of it at all, at all,” said Pat. as he carefully removed it next mornin * 
~——(4). “See here, Mick, what Isaw a Moonloiziiin’ divil put undher me doore lasht noight!" © Och, thin! take it out o this!” shouted Mick, who was an artful spalpeen. 
“ Bejabers, Oi can smell the dynamoite! It’s a warnin’ te ye from the Land League. Begor! 


A TIFF BEHIND THE SCENES. 
old Party. Don't you be so stuck up, Miss Imperence. I have 
not forgotten yet, thank goodness, that I, too, have been a lady 
of the ballet once. 
Girl of Ballet. Fancy that, now! Who would have thought 
so! What a good memory you must have! 


Neca i | “And do you really and truly believe, Miss Limejuice, that men are de: 
cended from nasty apes ?" 


Putfies had been told by the dealer that the mare was “a grey: ‘ “Hush! I wouid have given worlds for this moment! At lost T hear the clorious strains wy, xm ; . p a 
hound at fences,” but he wasn't prepared for her taking them in of Wagner as they should be rendered. It is the Projessor practising his grand perform- Vell, I've often suspected it, but T feel quite convinced now. 
this style. Theanimal originally belonged toa circus proprietor, : ance on that splendid instrument the cello.” [Poor chap, to think that—-but no matter 
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